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The Tragedy ofCymbeltne. 


To taint his Nobler hart & braine,with necdleffeiclouiy, 
And to become the gcekc and fcorne o'th'others vilany? 
z'Bro. For this, from ftiiler Seats weeame, 
our Parcnts^and vs cwainc, 
That ftnking in our Countries caufe, 

fell brauely,arid were flainc, 
Our Fealty ,& Tenant im right, with Honor to rnaintaine. 
I Bro. Like hardiment Pofihumns bach 
to Cymbdtne perform'*! ; 
Then lupiter,^ King of Gods,why haft y thus adiourn'd 
The Graces for his Merits duejbtcing ail to dolors turn'd? 
Sicil. Thy Chriftall window ope; iooke, 
looke out, no longer excrciie 
Vpon a valiant Racc,thy harfh.and potent iniuries : 
Moth. Since(Iupiter)our Son is good, 

take ofYhismiferies. 
SiciL Peepe through thy Marble Manfio-n, helpe, 
or we poore Ghofh will cry 
To'th'fliining Synod of the rcft,againR thy Deity. 
"Brothers. Helpe (lupiter) oz weappeale, 
and from thy iufticc rlye. 
lupiter de fiends in Thunder and Lightning, fitting vppon an 
Eagle, heethrowes a Thunder-bolt. 7 he G'ftoftes fall on 
their knees. 

Inciter \ No more you petty Spirits of Region low 

Offend our hearing :hufK. How dare youGhoftes 

Accufe the Thunderer, whofe Bolt (you know) 

Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coafts. 

Poore fhadowes of Elizium, hence, and reft 

Vpon your neuer-witheringbankes of Flowrss. 

Be not with mortall accidents oppreft, 

No care of yours it is, you know 'tis ours. 

Whorabcft I lone, I croffe ; to make my guifc 

The more delay'd, delighted* Be content, 

Your low-laide Sonne, our Godhead will vplifc \ 

His Comforts thriue, his Trials well are fpent : 

Our Ioui3ll Starre reign'd at his Birth, and in 

Our Temple was he married : Rife,and fade, 

He (hall be Lord of Lady Imogen, 

Anci happier much by Ins Affliction made. 

This Tablet lay vpon his Brcft,whercin 

Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 

And fo away ; no farther with your dinnc 

Exprcffe Impatience, leaft ycu frit-re vp mine : 

Mount Eagle, to my Palace Chviftallinc* Afcends 

SiciL He came in Thunder, his Celeftiall breath 
Was fulphurous to fmel! : the holy Eagle 
StoopM, as to fcote vs : his Afccnfion is 
Morefweet then our blefl: Fields : his Royal I Bird 
Prunes the irnmortall wing, and cloyes hisBeake, 
As when his God ispleas'd. 
AIL Thankes lupiter. 

Sic. The MarblePauement clozes, he is entered 
His radiant Roofc : Away, and to bebleft 
Let vs with care performe his great behefi . Vanifh 

Pefi. SIccpe, thou haft bin a Grandlire, and begot 
A Father to me : and thou hsfl created 
A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh fcorne) 
Gone, rhey wembence fo foone as they were borne : 
And fo I am awake; Poore W iecches > that depend^ 
On Grcatnc- uc v Fauour ; Dreamc as I haue done, 
W ake, and finde nothing. But(alas) I fweruc : 
Many Drcame not to finde, neither deferue, 
And yet are ffcep'd in Fatiours ; fo am I 
,That haue this Golden chance, and know not why : 
What Fay cries haunt this ground ? A Book?Oh rare one, 


Be not , as is our fangled w orld, aGarmcnt 
Nobler then that it couers. Let thy effects 
So follow, to be moft vnlike our Courtiers 
As good, aspromife. 

Reades. 


mfetkingjimte, andbec embracd h*te)cJj? , 
the eld Stocke , and fre/bly grew, then flail Pofthum 


j«%;'^j>»~ • ^mernc a by & peeceaf j 

Ajrtt Andwbenfroma fl^tcljCed^ [loauIloptZTi 
whid i being dead many jetircj, /hail aftei unme bee ' - ' 


mifiries, Britaine be fort Mate, and fimijb in Peace andptn 

Tis dill a Dreame : or elfc fuch ftuffc as Madmen 
Tongue, and brainc not : either both,ornothfo«, 
Or fcnieleffe fpeaking, or a fpeaking fuch &> 
As fenfe cannot vntye* Be what it is , 
The A&ion of my life is like it, which He keepe 
If but for fimpathy. 

Snter (gaoler. 
Gao. Come Sir, arc you ready for death? 
Pofi. Ouer-roafied rather : ready long ago, 
Gao. Hanging is the word, Sir, if you bee readie <br 
that, you are well Cook\3. 

Pofi. SoiflproueagoodrepafttotheSpeaators the 
difh payes the (hot. 5 

Cao. A hcauy reckoning for you Sir: But the comfort 
is you (hall be called to no more payments, fear no more 
Tauerr?cBils,whichare often the fadneffe of parting, a5 
the procuring of mirth: you come in faint for want of 
meate, depart reeling with too much drinke : forrie that 
you h3iie payed too much, and forry that you are payed 
too much ; Purfe and Braine, both empty ; the Brain the 
heauier, for being too light; the Purfe coo light, being 
di a wne of beauinelTe. Oh,of this contradiction you (hall 
now be quit : Oh the charity of a penny Cord,itfu ro mes 
vpthoufandsinatrice: you haue no true Debitor, 2nd 
Credit or but it : of what's paft, is, and to come, the dif- 
charge : your neckc(Sis)is Pen, Booke,and Counters ;fo 
the Acquittance followes. 

Pofi. J am merrier to dye,thet> thou art to line. 

Gao. Indeed Sir,he that fleepes,feeles not the Tooth- 
Ache: but a man that were to fleepe your lleepe, and a 
Hangman to helpe him to bed, i think he would change 
places with his Officer : for, look you Sir, you know not 
which way you fbai! go. 

Pofi. Yes indeed do I, fellow. 

Gao. Your death has eyes in's head then : I haue not 
feenc him fo pictur'd : you muft either bee directed by 
fome that take vpon them to know,or to take vpon your 
fclfethat which lam fure you do not know ; ioriump the 
after-enquiry on your owneperill: and how you (hall 
fpeed in your iournics end, I thinkeyou*! neuer returne 
to tell one. 

Pofi . I tell thee, Fellow, there are none want eyes,to 
direct them the way I am going, but fuch as winke, and 
will not vfe them. 

Gao. What an infinite mocke is this, that a roan (hold 
haue the beft vfe of eyes, to fee the way of blindncfic : I 
am fure hanging's the way of winking! 

Snter a Mefienger. 

Ttiefi Knockeoffhis Manac!es,bringyour Prifonerto 
the King. 

Pofi. Thou bringTt good newes, I am calPd to bee 
maaefree. 

Qao. Ilebehang'd then. 

pofi. Thou (h alt be then freer then a Gaoier;noboltg 

for 
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for the dead. — ' 

6a% VnlerTcaman wouldmarryaGallowe^ & be- 
get yongGibbets, f neucr fa«v one fo prone : yet on my 
Confcience, t-here are'verier Knanes defire'to hue, for all 
he be a Roman ; and there be fome of cheni too thai dye 
againft their willcs; fo (hoirfd*i, : i'f { were one. I would 
we were all of one minde 5 ardt>ne r:;indegccd : O there 
were defolation of Gaolers and Galowfes : I fpeake 
gainft myprefencprofit,butmy v/iflvhath a pieferrncnc 
in't. ' ' ' . Exeunt. . 


195 


Seem Quinta. 


SnierCymbeline, Tettxritk\ Gfnderitis\ Arui- 
ragtu, Pifanie^and Lords* 
Cpz.Stand by my fide you, whom the Gods hade made 
l^referuers of my Throne : woe is my heart. 
That thepoo?cSouldicr that fo richly fdl?gllfj 
Whofe ragges, (ham'd gilded Armes,who'fc naked brelt 
Stept* before Targes of proofe, cannot be found : 
He lhall be happy that can finde him,if 
Onr Grace can make liiiii fo. 

< Bel. I net)cr law 
Such Noble fury in fopoore a Thing ; 
Such precious deeds, in oneihac promift nbu.^ht 
But beggery,and poore lookes* 
Cjm* Notydingsorhim? 

fifa. Hehathbmfearch'damongthedead;^ lining : 
But no trace of him. 

Cym* To my grecfe, I am 
Tbcheyreofhis Reward, which I will adde 
To you (the Liuer, Heartland Brainc of Britain*) 
By whom (I grant) fhe Hues. Tis-now the time' 
To aske of whence you arc. Report it. 

me/. Sir, 

In Cambria are we^>orne, and Gentlemen : 
Further to boaft, were ney ther true, nor modefi, 
VnlciTe I adde, we are honcfi. 

Cym. Bow your knees : 
Arife my Knights o'th'Battell, Icreateyou 
Companions to ourperfon, and will fit you 
With Dignities becomming your eftatese 

Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 
There's bufineffe in thefe faces : why fo fadly 
Greet you our Victor;/ ? you looke'likc Romanies, 
j\ndnot o'th'CourtofBritaine. 

Corn. Hayle great King, 
Tofowreyour happinefTe, I muft report 
The Qucene is dead. 

Cym. Who worfechen a Phyfitian 
Would this report become ? But I confider, 
By Med'cine life may be prolonged, yer death 
Will feizethe Doctor too. How ended flic? 

Cor. With horror, madly dving, like her life, 
Which (being ■cruel! to the world) concluded 
Moft cruell to her felfe. What ihe confeft, 
I will report, fo plcafc you. Thefe her Women 
Can trip me 3 Vf I erre, who with wet cheekes 
Wereprefent when (he finilVde 

Cym. Prytheefay. 

Cor. Firft,fhe confeft Hie neuer loir d you : onely 
AfTc6ted GreatnelTe got by you : not you : ' , 
Married your Royalty, was VKfc to your place : 


Abhorfd your perfon. 

Cym. She alone knew this ; 
And but flie fpoke it dying, I would not 
Beleeue her lips- in opening it. Proceedo 

Corn. Your daughter, whom foe bore in hand to loue 
With fuch integrity, flVc did confeffe 
Was as a Scorpion to her fight , whole life 
(But that her flight preuenred it) (he had 
Taneoffby poyfon, 

Cym. O moft delicate Fiend! 
Who'is't can rcade a Woman r Is rheremore ? 

Com. 'MbreSir^ndV/oriV Shedid confefle fhe had 
For you a mortall Minerall, which being.tooke,; 
Should by the rmnute fce^eqn life,and hng'ring, 
By inches-waHe you. In winch c:me, flic purposed 
By watching, weeping tendance, kil1tug,tp 
Orecome you with her ffieN^ and in time 
(When (lie had fitted you with her craft, to worke 
HcrSor.neinto th'adoption of the Crownc : 
But fayling of her end by his ftrangc abfence, 
Grew rtlagTcleffe defperace, open'd (m defpight 
OfHcaucn and Men) hei purpofcs : rcpenrccj 
The euils (lie hatch*d, were not cffedled : fo 
Difpayringdyed. 

Cym. Heard you all this,her Women ? 

La. Wedid,fo pleafeypur HighnelTe. 

Cym. M\ne eyes 
W ere not in fault, for flic was beautiful!: 
Mine eares that heare her battery , nor my hearr f 
That thought her like her fceming. It hud beene vicious 
To haue mirtrufted her : yet (Oh my Daughter) 
That it was folly in me, thou mayfl fay, 
And proue it in thy feeling. Heauen mend aSl. 

Enter Lucius J achimo. and other Reman frtfoKcn^ \ 
Leonatm behind^nd Imogen. 
Thou comm'ft not Cains now for Tribute, that 
The Britainec haue rac'd ont ? though with the lo(Te 
Of many a hold one : whofe Kinfmeh haue made fuite 
That their good foulcs may be appeas^ with flaughier 
Of you their Captiues, which our fclfe haue granted, 
So thinke of your eftate. 

Luc. Confider Sir, the chance of Warre, the day 
Was yours by accident :had it gone with vs, 
We fhould not when the blood was cool t haue threatend 
Our Prtfoners with the S word. But fince the Gods 
Will haue it thus, that nothing but our Hues 
May be call'd ranforne, let it come : Sufficeth, 
A Roman, with a .Romans heart can fuffer : 
zAugufim Hues to thinke on't : and fo much' 
For my peculiar care. This one thing onely 
I will cntreate, my Boy (a Britaine borne) 

m be ranfom'd ; Neuer M after had 
A Page fokinde.fo duteous, diligent, 
So tender ouer his occafions, true, 
?o feate 4 fo Nmfe-like : let his venue ioyne 
With my requeft, which He make bold , your HigrmclTe 
Cannot deny : he hath done no Britaine harme, 
Though he haue feru'd a Roman. Saue him (Sir) 
A nd ipare no blood befide, 

Cym. J haue furely feenc him: 
His fauour is fimiliar to me :,Boy, 
Thou haft look'd thy felfe into my grace, 
And art mine owne, I know not why, wherefore, 
To fay, hue boy ; ne're thanke thy Mafter, Hue ; 
And aske of Cymbeline what Boone thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy ftate, He giue it : 

Yea, 




